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She watched him therefore with feelings that were only too
familiar, as clutching his cudgel in a hand that was not yet
lodged in the sleeve of his great-coat, and with that garment
trailing loosely over his shoulder and the stick colliding against
the door, he took himself off.
"I can't stand it! I can't stand it!" she repeated to herself
in a kind of desperate chant as she went to get the broom from
the kitchen. Her thoughts became less hopeless but more dras-
tic after she had lit a couple of candles; for as they had begun
to say in the Dorchester shops, with that curious satisfaction
in all weather-changes that townsfolk have: "The evenings are
closing in."
Their patient did not awaken that afternoon till No-man
had been back for nearly half an hour. She decided to let him
sleep as long as possible though she caught D. in several shame-
faced glances at his watch.
To make up to her pedestrian for this delay she permitted
him to relate to her in a whisper, as they stood by the stove,
all the events of his walk. This was such a rare privilege to
No-man that he soon became voluble, forgetting where they
were, forgetting Claudius, forgetting everything, except to
move the kettle and stir up the flames in the stove with the
iron poker.
"He's enjoying his damned elements to-day, anyway."
thought Wizzie, as she saw him refrain from replacing the
kettle and extend his bony fingers over the fiery aperture.
"I went clear round Poundbury," he whispered proudly,
and she thought to herself: "He talks of Poundbury as if it
were the Cape of Good Hope."
"You know that steep copse on the other side, before you
get to the old farm?"
Wizzie nodded smilingly, as much as to say: "Oh, yes, dear
D., I am as familiar with that spot as I am with my own bed-
room." But in her heart she sighed: "Oh, what is he talking
about ?" And she tried to conjure up this umbrageous precipice
where all she had ever seen were grassy banks, like those of
Maiden Castle.
"It's on a day like this," he went on, "that I can imagine the
Roman sentries challenging any stray wanderer. Coming back,
along the south of the hill, where there's a row of old thorn-
bushes, I actually got a shock, and thought-----"